
&A^^ DAU
SUNDAY MAGAZINE for JUNE 18, 1905

^TT^. TTr3* TT^TS /T^\ TC7* PTr*-TIER OF T1E RED
IT was said. in course of the siege

oi Paris, that the Germans
knew more of evcnts in the citv

Frenchmen themselves.
bistoryhas justined

im there now 54
to be no d>
N men
lated and daring

w ere :

achieved. An
tem

c :

ried out by

bdped

it

The
Df story is

of many thal ':. It is, howeve** remark-
the very andacity which it

I Uorizon,
fore 1 few Fretuh i

in Paris during the siege,
her energies to the relief

ring .d it. E^stabHshed in her
| x in the Rue des Irlandais, she went out

.r to the wounded in the churches
and the hospitals, to carry luxtiries to the poor.
ndl above all. that exam] le of rare courage

e which are among the few honest
h. The people naturally

vc and l harming girl; nor did they
her to their houses whenever

D them.
I to this sisterhood of charity.

h .ise to Dolores to be accosted, late
187 as she was leaving

rch of Ste. Genevieve, by a young girl,
fifteen or sixteen years of

mplored 1 s of God to
>e in the Rue de Seine, where a young

onds.
Exeeedingly prettj and frank and ingenuous.

-. athetic ai

an(J : 1 the child down the
|S1 !. and, thence turned into the

The 'und red yards down
topping
me of the

girl knocked
from within.

"It is here, 1 igerly.
"Mv Ourfatherwa tl ierge,

m. H-
for he is

[t had ick and well
nd

sus-

her. If she ed that the
a second

minded he.insion sl
t at 1 of that 1 and such

.'. enough.
m was the
her. The

nged to the
[i, who had fled from

others, before the si<
I perhaps, the younj

rra to her
reassured

! it she had come upon a r<

through 1 rtyard
th« hall of 1-'.

nd she

ace.

then, "T made? The
und in one of
rnmning

I them 1

m h of
Here. in ^ra"

1 which so

_i

y MAX PEMBERT

Implored Her to Come to a Hou*.e Where
a Young Soldier Lay Dyirxg

ures had been carried from italv and Spain
and the East.here black darkness reigned except
for such a ray of light as a door ajar east out upon
the rnarble pavement.
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I res' ciever eye did not apprehend the
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eves the corner of a mahogany table. and upon that
re lay a porcelain pipe that could have
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A pipe lying upon a mahogany tal le! Nothing,

j be said, alarming about that. And yet as

ash this ciever woman reckoned up the chances
and guessed the truth. Tlie pipe, it is true, might
have belonged to one of Count Brachelli's servants.

But then the girl had said that these were gone
with their master. And had she not declared that

nderge himself was a Frenchman and her
father?

If these facts awakened the voice which
one shut the door confirmed it ;.'¦

bevond o. Undoubtedly the speaker used
the German tongue. He was answered in the

language, not by one obeying a request, but
a military command. Of this Dolores, a so

sister, had no doubt whatever. And it ter
her. it may be, more than any word she had heard

her life.
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lips. though she smothered it in-
stantly. The bed-room itself had
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niture. all spoke of a catholic taste
and a lavish outlav of money. Its

window looked
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west of Paris,
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There were two
men within the
room: one pale
and wounded and
ghastly, ^leepingin the ^plendid
bed: the other. a

soldier, with flaxen
hair and a short
beard, watclring by
the window for any
omens the view

might show him. This man turned swiftly upon
his heel when Dolores entered, and bowing to her,
offered his excuses.

" Mademoiselle Morizon, a thousand apologies for
this liberty!"
"One will be sufticient, Captain ColKngwood,

when I am acquainted with its nature."
Her ealmness perplexed him not a little. for he

had expected an angry outburst; and evidently
he was lost for an answer. "The excuse is there!"
he exclaimed at length. pointing to the bed whereon
the sick man lay. "Our friend has met with an

accident. and, to be frank, we cannot send for a

d<ictor, mademoiselle."
"You cannnot send for a doctor?"
"Preciseiv as I say. We cannot send for a doc¬

tor, mademoiselle, for our friend has old Bismarck's
commission in his pocket."

She shrugged her shoulders, and turned away
from him a little impatiently. "Are you an Eng-
lishmanr" she asked abruptly. "Your name is
English. is it not?"
"I married an English wife, mademoiselle, and

to be frank. her name sounds well in Paris."
"Then you also, Captain, are unable to send for

a di ictor?"
He laughed loudly, almost vulgarly, at her re-

joinder, and instantly assumed an air of some fa-
miharitv. "I see that you are sensible," he said
."as sensible as your heart is kind. Here is a

poor young fellow who had the misfortune to run

into a French bullet as he was crossing the River
Marne. Very well. We choose an apartment for
him in Paris.the best, mademoiselle, for that is
our habit. Our own surgeon visits him. until he,
another poor fellow of the same kind, is murdered
by your people at-the doors of the Cafe Strasburg.
So we are left without medical aid. Your French

rs do notaunderstand us. mademoiselle. Their
ph.ysie is not to our liking.they would as soon

kill as cure us. We come to th conclusion that
it is wiser to have nothing to do with them. and
so we send for a very gracious lady. worth many
doctors, and always willing to do an act of charity.
Is it neeessary for me to say more?* Hemesty is
the best policy. That. is what my poor wife tells
me when I endeavor to ex plain compromising
circurostances to her. You will be wiser than
she is."
"But scarcely more unfortunate, Captain."
She turned away disdainfu'ly, and bent over

the sick man, whose restless movements and
flushed cheeks spoke of fever following upon his
wounds.

Pity forbade her to withhold such assistan
uld give to this puny victim of a nation's

quarrel; and moreover, since sympathy so largely
dictates a woman's a. ts. she liked the appearance
of the lad and pitied his condition. For the Cap¬
tain, however. his boasts and his familiar patronage
she had nothing bul contempt, and this she made
no attempt to disgi

"Understand," she said curtly, "my presence
here does not answer for my silence. I am a

Frenchwoman, and pity is less to me than my
country's honor. When I leave this house it will
be mv duty to make the circumstances of its occu-

pation known to those they concern. No doubt
you have considered all that before you ^ent for
me, Captain."
"My clear lady," he rejoined, with malice so

delicate that the intonation hardly betrayed him.


